PYGMALION

PICKERING. But what?

MRS HIGGINS [unconsciously dating herself by the word] A
problem.

PICKERING. Oh, I see. The problem of how to pass her off as
a lady.

HIGGINS. I'll solve that problem. Ive half solved it already.

MRS HIGGINS. No, you two infinitely stupid male creatures:
the problem of what is to be done with her afterwards.

HIGGINS. I dont see anything in that. She can go her own way,
with all the advantages I have given her.

MRS HIGGINS. The advantages of that poor woman who was
here just now! The manners and habits that disqualify a fine
lady from earning her own living without giving her a fine lady's
income! Is that what you mean?

PICKERING [indulgently, being rather bored] Oh, that will be
all right, Mrs Higgins. [He rises to go].

HIGGINS [rising also] We'll find her some light employment.

PICKERING. She's happy enough. Dont you worry about her.
Goodbye. [He shakes hands as if he -were consoling a frightened
child, and makes for the door].

HIGGINS. Anyhow, theres no good bothering now. The thing's
done. Goodbye, mother. [He kisses her, and follows Pickering].

PICKERING [turning for a final consolation^ There are plenty of
openings. We'll do whats right. Goodbye.

HIGGINS [to Pickering as they go out together} Lets take her to
the Shakespear exhibition at Earls Court.

PICKERING. Yes: lets. Her remarks will be delicious.

HIGGINS. She'll mimic all the people for us when we get home.

PICKERING. Ripping. [Both are heard laughing as they go down-
stairs].

MRS HIGGINS [rises with an impatient bounce, and returns to her
work at the writing-table. She sweeps a litter of disarranged papers
out of her way; snatches a sheet of paper from her stationery case;
and tries resolutely to write. At the third line she gives it up; flings
down her pen; grips the table angrily and exclaims] Oh, men! men!!
men!!!
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